74 language. The silliest letters were signed by professors
from our celebrated universities. Katsimbalis had two
beds in his room and I had three. There was no heat be-
cause we were the only guests.
We awoke early and hired a car to take us to Epidau- '
rus. The day begaa in sublime peace. It was my first real
glimpse of the Peloponnesus. It was not a glimpse either,
but a.vista opening upon a hushed still world such as man
will one day inherit when he ceases to indulge in murder
and thievery. I wonder how it is that no painter has ever
given us the magic of this idyllic landscape. Is it too un-
dramatic, too idyllic? Is the light too ethereal to be cap-
tured by the brush? This I can say, and perhaps it will
.discourage the over-enthusiastic artist: there is no trace
of ugliness here, either in line, color, form, feature or
sentiment. It is sheer perfection, as in Mozart's music.
Indeed, I venture to say that there is more of Mozart
here than anywhere else in the world. The road to Epi-
daurus is like the road to creation. One stops searching.
One grows silent, stilled by the hush of mysterious begin-
nings. If one could speak one would become melodious.
There.is nothing to be seized or^reasured or cornered off
here: there is only a breaking down of the walls which
lock the spirit in. The landscape does not recede, it installs
itself in the open places of the heart j it crowds in, ac-
cumulates, dispossesses. You are no longer riding through
something—call it Nature, if you will—but participating
in a rout, a rout of the forces of greed, malevolence,-envy,
selfishness, spite, intolerance, pride, arrogance, cunning,
duplicity and so on.
•   It is the morning of the first day of the great peace,
the peace of the heart, which comes with surrender, I
never knew the meaning of peace until I arrived at Epi-
daurus. Like everybody I had used the word all my life, -
without once realizing that I was using a counterfeit.

